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Of course this is only my view, a view of an ignorant person alter a snort experience. Such as it is, you will see how his presence affects us. First of all, he drives us into the conservative camp. We are led to take the conservative side, to defend the simple^ unambitious, unprogressive life of the Arabs, and to protest in favour of the originality of the religious idea. Secondly, you will see, lie is not interesting. There are few matters which he knows enough of, or is interested enough in, to discuss. He likes gossip or chaff. Lastly, being suspicious and only satisfied when he discovers that others' interests coincide with his pleasure, he jars on our anxiety to be happy. With all this he is courteous and anxious to please. We might have had many worse companions, and he causes many a laugh as he is " drawn " by the young women.
Mr. Spencer was both a surprise and a puzzle to us. He enjoyed the society of ladies, though he was much vexed if he were suspected of so doing, and he would listen with amusement to empty smoking-room conversation, but what really annoyed him was being asked questions by admirers of his books. He shied violently from young men who wanted, his opinion, and refused to attend to any talk on debatable subjects. " Do you not think, sir ? " in a male voice drove him from the room, and I never remember his asking any one of the interesting and charming people we met on that journey, for information or experience, though they were often the experts on their own subjects. While we were in Cairo, the savants of every nation who were there sought to see Mr. Spencer, bringing him letters of introduction and making great efforts to suit his convenience. To them all he was most distant and forbidding. One such visitor, a professor of world-wide reputation, came into the sitting-room evidently anticipating the privilege and pleas-are of a conversation, but the gaunt philosopher received him standing, did not ask him to sit down, and after an awful pause—for Mr. Spencer had the power of shrivelling people up—he said :
" Monsieur, je n'aime pas les introductions qui ne viennent a rien. Bon jour." My husband endeavoured to smooth the feelings of the wounded admirer, but unavailingly.
The tombs and the temples, and our interest in them, vexed Mr. Spencer very much, and I find it chronicled in my diary that to please him the ever-unselfish Kate hurried us through, the immortal tomb of Tii, the philosopher standing impatiently outside having announced that we had better come away, for " when anyone has seen the class